
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Notes and Discussions. 331 

The wild rain enters, and the sunset wind 
Sighs in the chambers of their loveliness. 

— E. G. Tuekerman. 
Yet, in the gathering silence, 

When the hill-tops faint and fail, 

And the tearful tints of twilight now 

No longer edge the vale ; 

When the crimson-faded clouds have parted 

To the westward, one by one — 

In the passionate silenpe, 

I love to steal alone. 

By river and by runside, 

Through knots of aspen gray. 

And hearken for the voices 

Of a music ceased away. 

— E. G. Tuekerman. 

Wm. Ellert Channing. 

ConcoKd, Mass., Oct. 1877. 



SPIRITUAL EPIGRAMS. 

[from the "cherubic wanderer" of anqeltts silesids.] 

Ah, yes, I would a phoenix be. 

And burn my heart in Deity ! 
Then should I dwell by His dear side, 

And in the self of God abide. 

I do believe there Is no death, 

Though every hour I die ; 
Yet every hour, with new delight, 

A better life draws nigh. 

I hold that, since by death alone 

God bids my soul go free. 
In death a richer blessing is 

Than all the world to me. 

The cross of Golgotha can never save 

Thy soul from deepest hell, 
Unless with loving faith thou set'st it up 

Within thy heart as well. 

Out from thyself, thyself depart; 
God then shall fill thine empty heart ; 
Cast from thy soul life's selfish dream — 
In flows the Godhead's living stream. 



Frederick R. Marvin. 



N«w York City. 
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